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THE FUNEItAL FLOWERS. 

As, lonely, walking o'er the plain, 

With solemn step and slow, 
A hapless swain at midnight-hour 

Went forth to vent his wo : 

His hand the sweetest flowers fill'd, 
That glow'd with beauty's bloom, 

Now destin'd with their richest tints 
T'adorn his Laura's tomb. 

Lo ! there each mournful flower he strew'd, 

Which vernal Flora bears ; 
With frequent sighs dispers'd them round, 

And watered them with tears. 

There was the violet's purple hue. 

And Hyacinthu3 seen, 
The leaves with monarch's names inscrib'd, 

And plaintive notes between. 

Sweet rosemary, and many a plant 

In eastern gardens known ; 
The lover's myrtle, which the queen 

Of beauty deigns to own. 

A sage, who wandered there alone, 

In the dank dews of night, 
To gather plants of mystic power, 

Beneath the moon's pale light, 

With scornful smile, and eye askance, 

The hapless youth survey'd, 
Who paid the last sad tribute there 

To the departed maid. 

"And what!" (said he,) « shall these sweet 
flowers, 

«« Which sinking life can save, 
" And plants of aromatic scent, 

" Adorn a dreary grave ? 

* For shame ! Fond youth, learn Nature's 

P ft » 
" With better skill to prize ; 
" Attend her precepts; — read them here ; — 
"Be frugal, and be wise." 

Heceas'd: — the sighing youth replied, 

« To Laura's shade I give, 
" Unblam'd, each emblematic flower 

« Which she first taught to live. 

« And frequent here, fair Flora's train, 
" Unculled by me, shall bloom ; 

« And nurs'd by bright Aurora's tears, 
" Diffuse their rich perfume. 



" Then urge me not, with narrow mind, 
" To wrong the dust below ; 

«* But rather thou expand thy heart, 
" And genetous tears bestow." 

Thus as he spoke, the red-breast mild, 

The friend of human kind, 
yride scattered leaves o'er the low mound, 

And on the turf reclin'd. 

While Philomel, with plaintive notes, 

Funereal dirges sung, 
O'er Laura's tomb, who oft in life 

Had mourned her ravished young. 

And vain, (she sang,) was wisdom's lore, 
That taught the heart to hide ; 

And vain the empty, idle boast 
Of philosophic pride. 

The flowers more sweetly seem'd to smile, 

Reviving at her lay ; 
And sweeter scent, and fresher green, 

The swelling leaves display. 

The sage stood check'd, the solemn song 

Such virtue could impart ; , 
He dropp'd a tear, to pity due ; 

That humaniz'd the heart. 



The " graceful softness of the soul" 
He learn'd henceforth to prize ; 

And own'd where Nature touch'd 
heart, 
" Twaa folly to be wise." 
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PRESENTED BY A HUSBAND TO HIS 
WIFE, OS THE ANNlVSRSAItY OP 
THblR MARiUAGE. 

I HEE, Marjr, with this ring 1 wed," 
So sixteen years ago I Said, 
Behold another ring ! — for what ? 
To wed thee o'er again— why not ? 
With the first ring I married youth,. 
Grace, beauty, innocence, and truth ; 
Taste long admired, sense long rever'd, 
And all my Mary then appeared. 
If she, by merit since disclos'd, 
Prove twice the woman I suppos'd, 
I claim that double merit now, 
To justify a double vow. 
Here then to-day, with faith as sure, 
With ardour as intense as pure, 
As when before, with rites divine, 
I took thy troth, and plighted mine, 



